There was still no answer, and he asked a third
time:
'Sir Henry, are you hurt?'
Then Lawrence replied in a low voice: 'I am
killed.'
As the dust and smoke began to clear away Wilson
could see the white coverlet on Sir Henry's bed,
crimson with blood. George Lawrence was covered
with bricks but unhurt, though one of the punkah
cooly's feet had been carried off by a splinter. Several
privates of the 52nd rushed in, placed Lawrence on
a chair, and carried him down to the drawing-room,
where they laid him on the table. George Lawrence
ran across the way for Dr Fayrer.
The doctor found Sir Henry faint and depressed
from shock. His face was pale, his voice low, and his
speech hurried. He asked: cHow long have I got to
live?7 Fayrer replied: 'For some time, I hope,' as he
began to remove the torn clothing and examine the
wound. He found that the upper part of the left
thigh had been lacerated by a fragment of shell,
which had passed through it, comminuting the head
of the bone and causing extensive injury to the soft
parts. The femoral artery, however, was not in-
jured. Lawrence said: :I want a distinct answer.
How long shall I live? I have a deal to do/ On
Fayrer's replying that he gave him about forty-eight
hours,  Lawrence seemed  satisfied  and  sent  for
Colonel Inglis and Major Banks.
Presently he rallied under the influence of cor-
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